TALES OF DESTINT

prudent, however, to announce that the lady was
suffering from a fever, and that I would send her a
powder that would speedily restore her to good
health. At this the maharajah was sufficiently over-
joyed to permit of my withdrawal without obvious
embarrassment. I had a smile upon my lips, and the
secret package secure in the folds of my girdle. A
chuprassi accompanied me to my home to bring back
the medicine.

" I knew, of course, that it was only a dry powder
that this high-born Hindu lady could take from my
dispensary, for to have swallowed a liquid drug
would have been a violation of her caste. I took
pains to let the chuprassi see that my hands did not
touch the powder, which, after due weighing, I
bestowed in a paper carefully sealed, instructing
him to deliver it to no one but his highness the
maharajah. It was only finely ground sugar that the
man carried away. But perhaps this is a harmless
little trick of my profession which even now I should
not disclose/7

But a general smile among the company showed the
hakeem that his calling was held in no undue rever-
ence, at least by those without present need of his
ministrations.

" When I was alone with my mortars and my drugs/'
resumed the narrator, " I lost no time in examining
the mysterious packet. I unwound the silk threads
that tightly tied it, both to restrict its bulk and to
render it secure. Soon, to my amazement, I un-
covered a string of ten pearls, of a size and lustrous